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RISE oF MORAL EVIL: 


Admonere voluimus, non mordere : Prodeſſe, non 
lzdere : conſulere moribus hominum „non officere. 
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E T ſage with ſage conteſt the cauſe of ill; 


Now charge ſome Demon, now accuſe free-will; 
Or on malignant matter fix the blame : | 
The Muſe can tell them whence the miſchief came. 
'Tis ſung, to kindle his new-faſhion'd clay 
From Sor's bright car PxouRHTHEus filch'd a ray: 
PaLLas, fy PALLAS, had inſpir'd the cheat: 
Jove ey'd the Robber from his radiant feat, 
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And thus indignant : „From one daring deed 


© Henceforth what woes to mortals are decreed : 


Ves; impious youth | the precious prize is thine ; 


A 


Go! and make man: prerogative divine! 


0 


** 


Yet vile affections ſhall thy man diſgrace; 
« Aﬀections borrow'd from the brutal race” 
To ratify the curſe the Conqu'ror came; 

A Tiger madding in an human frame: 

Dire Deſolation, at his ruthleſs nod, 

Levels devoted cities with her rod. 

His dread approach affrighted Cxkxs flies; 
With floating carnage redd' ning rivers riſe. 
This moment Mercy counſels him to ſpare ; 
The next, a fable ſtreamer “ waves in air. 

At length, with half a waſted world his own, 
See him in gloomy grandeur fill a throne |! 


* A black banner was the ſignal uſed by TamtrLane for a general 
ſlaughter. | 


Shall 
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Shall not theſe horrors ceaſe? no; Empire gain'd 
By blood is loſt unleſs by blood maintain'd. 
Diſtruſtful policy prompts murderous deeds; 

A brother, ſon, or mighty minion bleeds : 

His ſoldiery now his cruel caution calls ; 

Now to appeaſe his fears a ſenate falls. 

Such is the Conqu'ror: in the Statiſt's mind 

Who does not Renard's wily wiſdom find ? 

Let the frank fool his ſecret ſelf declare; 

To ſeem, and but to ſeem, is all his care: 

Hence ceaſeleſs ſmiles his ſpleen, his hate, diſguiſe ; 
Hence ſmooth perſuaſion tips his tongue with lies. 
Proud to enlarge the circle of his friends 

All characters obligingly he blends : 

So that they but promote his ſelfiſh game, 

Patriot and knave to him are juſt the ſame. 

Who will not aid him, or who dare oppoſe, 

Are in his memory's tablet mark'd his foes : 


= 
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Theſe ſoon to ſcorn, to ruin, he betrays 
By pois' nous counſels, or more pois' nous praiſe. 
The Flatt'rer perks it in an human ſhape; 
But in his better part how like an Ape! 
Catch FLorto at the elbow of ſome Lord, 
How nicely juſt he echoes back each word! 
From him he takes his tone, his gait, his bow; 
And at his Lordſhip's mirror ſets his brow : 
Scarce more a mimic Grecian fables make 
The ſhadow of Naxcissvs in the lake. 
Sir Wilt, on every wanton proud to dote,, 
Has all the tickliſh talents of a Goat: 
Like him with winking wat'ry eyes he views 
The flying fair, and with weak hams purſues. 
To fail were torture added to deſire; 
And to enjoy is but to feed his fire. 
What tho' life's ſtream creep chilly thro' his veins, 


Yet the Promethean principle remains: 


1 
This, 
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This, this ſtill warms, when vigour is no more, 

At twenty ſcarce more fervid than threeſcore. 
Who does not ſee, when PLacipus appears, 

The creature fam'd for meekneſs and long ears? 

He takes with calm compoſure all you ſay, 

And aſks no more than juſt to have his way. 

Not one can charge him with a ſpark of ſpite ; 

Yet to ſpread ſcandal is his foul's delight : 

A wretch before him blackens his beſt brother ; 


Yet Heav'n forbid he ſhould gainſay another : 
To Want, not one poor penny will he give; 
And yet the beſt good-temper'd thing alive: 
He ſees his patron loſt by drabs and dice, 
Yet hazards not the tribute of advice. 
HzL1Luo, whoſe pleaſure in his palate lies, 
Tho' on two legs, to philoſophic eyes 
Seems the ſwoln beaſt, who bears his bulk about 
From fink to fink, and delves with nuzzling ſnout. 


His 
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His word to break, or ſecret to betray 


Not gold can tempt him, but a turtle may. 


The Pimp, the Spy, who panders for the great, 
Or ſerves with ETovucn's prying zeal the ſtate, 


Tho' ſuch an one by courteſy we call 
A Man, in talents is a true Jackal. 
Ruxronius with broad grin and ftupid ſtare, 


Before he well can ſpeak, betrays the Bear. 

| With all his friends tis ſubject of debate 

Which moſt diſguſts, his kindneſs, or his hate. 
Againſt mere decencies he loud exclaims ; 

[ And proves all points by black'ning with hard names. 
To thank for gifts with him were a diſgrace ; 


„% eee ir A ns to Me. oe 1 AA OA 
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| Enough, he takes them with a growling grace: 
| Blunt jokes he hears, tho' heard full oft before, 


| With clatt'ring feet, and rude and rapt'rous roar. 
| Should a thought ſudden riſe, the next in place 
Receives it freſh and fragrant in his face. 


Peeviſh 


Peeviſh Chauòxr, the plague of every gueſt, 
Harbours the Cur's keen ſpirit in his breaſt. 
The friend and flatt'rer are alike perplex'd ; 

Do all they can they're ſure to ſee him vex'd : 


Do they oppoſe? no decency is ſhown : 


Comply ?---his ſentiment ſeems half their own. 
A friend's opinion makes him turn away, 

Tho' *twas his own perhaps but yeſterday. 

To teaſe with queſtions is his dear delight, 

Yet who replies can ne'er be in the right. 

Your thought of Cs conduct he deſires; 


Whether you cenſure or approve, he fires : 

Or, catching at the firſt unwary word, 

Piſhes, and cries---ridiculous | abſurd ! 
Diſcordant qualities in ſome we ſee : 

Not BnurERE's ſelf could make them quite agree. 


Who does not Ckls us at firſt word commend ? 
How true, how faithful, to his truſt, his friend ! 
: 8 . Prompt 
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Prompt all beginners with his purſe to aid; 
Save, where he ſees a brother of the trade. 
Who bears a rival ('tis his fav'rite rule) 
Is, and muſt be, a coward or a fool : 
All ſuch to ruin is his reſtleſs aim : 
For this he toils to blaſt another's fame 
By wicked wiles, dark policy imparts; 
And only boggles at Italian arts. 

But here's the Col'nel, whom all meet with fear, 
In honour's cauſe religiouſly ſevere : 
Without reſerve he takes corruption's price, 
Yet in punctilious points extremely nice. 
Strange tales he tells with fiery threat'ning eye: 
To doubt a tittle were to give the lie; 
For tho! he'd {ell his country for a place, 
Yet to decline a challenge---what diſgrace | 
A lady's reputation to redreſs 
He'd fight ten duels ; and can knight do leſs ? 


Yet 
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Yet in ſeducing Innocence to ſhame, 

He rivals C**t, of intriguing fame. 

For church eſtabliſh'd he'd even dare to die; 
Yet half his talk is oaths or blaſphemy : 

His Brunſwick badge he boaſts with loyal pride ; 
Yet would turn rebel, if once ſet aſide. 

Who can ſuch puzzling principles unfold ; 

Or ſay, what particles inſpir'd the mold? 
Perhaps---< Enough ! enough !” (methinks I hear 
A Cenſor chiding in a tone ſevere) 

Think you a myſtic problem to explain 

«© By a chymeric coinage of the brain? 

« Beſides, in-this we've long been all agreed, 


« Since jecring ** gave the world his creed.” 
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